LOVE

the one tree. In the same way the cells of the metazoan
body are all part of each other though spatially separate.
They are formed from each other by simple fission.
Therefore neither the question of self-sacrifice nor
immortality arise. The asexual cell has no *self' to
sacrifice and immortality is meaningless except in the
sense that all matter is immortal. Immortality is
meaningless without personal immortality, and the
asexual cell has no personality.
Immortality is not a superior kind of mortality, a
life protracted to infinity, an endless personal survival.
It is the primitive state from which both mortality
and personality arose. If the concept of life to us is
almost meaningless except as the life of an individual,
we must say that death gave rise to life; both are
aspects of the same movement of differentiation. All
craving for immortality, so human and so under-
standable, is yet a craving for a regression for a return
to primitive unconscious being, to shift off ourselves
the heavy responsibilities of consciousness, love and
individuality. All conceptions of immortality as end-
less survivals of personalities walking about in familiar
surroundings stoke the mind with a strange sense of
unreality. The only conceptions of immortality which
seem reasonable, even if impossible, are the Buddhist
and Hindoo conceptions of immortality as a merging
of oneself into the absolute, Nirvana, a beingless
primitive sleep. And this is what immortality is, a
return to the blind unconscious regression of primitive
being, back farther still to the tiinelessness of immortal
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